184                      I    GO    WEST
Traffic \\as almost at a stand-still, and to find a
taxi was quite impossible. Tired and exhausted, I
walked from the Palace to the Underground at
Westminster, and came by tube as near home as I
could. Over the last hundred yards I caught sight
of a cab. It was the only one in the rank at Euston
Station. I hailed it, but he made no effort to come
towards me. I went over- and inquired if he was
free, and he nodded very curtly. I stepped in and
i*ave the address to which I wished to be driven.
o
This annoyed him more as it was a short fare and
lie hated being disturbed.
I was not alone. There was a lady with me. She
remarked about his abruptness, and suggested I
should tip him a little extra. Suddenly the window
between the driver and us slammed. When I paid
my fare, I remarked that his manners were not very
brilliant. That was all 1 said and under the circum-
stances I felt justified. His face coloured imme-
diately and he spouted with anger. " Manners,
manners/' he said, " am I to learn manners from a
bloody half-caste ? " He was not a young man,
otherwise I would have let him kiss my fist. He
was a pleasantly greying man and a little too refined
to be a taxi-driver. 1 merely took his number, at
which he laughed and repeated the words again :
" You bloody half-caste ".
'1 kne\v then what it must feel like to be half-
caste, which I was not. I knew then that even on